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About ten days after our arrival at Weima*, we made an
excursion to Ettersburg, one of the Duke's summer residences,
interesting- to us beforehand as the scene of ^rejmar
private theatricals and sprees in the Goethe Description,
days. We carried provisions with us and Keats's ^ug.-Oct.
poems. The morning was one of the brightest
and hottest that August ever bestowed, and it required some
resolution to trudge along the shadeless chaussee, which
formed the first two or three miles of our way. One compen-
sating pleasure was the sight of the beautiful mountain ashes
in full berry which, alternately with cherry trees, border the
road for a considerable distance. I felt a child's love for the
bunches of coral standing out against the blue sky. The
Schloss is a house of very moderate size, and no pretension of
any kind. Two flights of steps lead up to the door, and the
balustrades are ornamented with beautiful creepers. A tiny
sort of piazza under the steps is ornamented with creepers
too, and has pretty earthenware vases filled with plants hang-
ing from the ceiling. We felt how much beauty might be
procured at small expense in looking at these things. A
beautiful walk through a beechwood took us to the Moosliutte,
before which stands the beech whereon Goethe and his friends
cut their names, and from which Goethe denounced Walde-
mar. We could recognize some of the initials. With Etters-
burg I shall always associate Arthur Helps, for he was with
us on the second and last time we saw it. He came to
Weimar quite unexpectedly on the 29th August, and the next
evening we all three drove to Ettersburg. He said the coun-
try just round Weimar reminded him of Spain. This led him
to talk of his Spanish travels, and he told us some delight-
ful stories in a delightful way. At one inn he was consider-
ably embarrassed in eating his dinner by the presence of a
handsome woman, who sat directly opposite to him, resting
on her elbows, and fixing her dark eyes on him with a fear-
ful intensity of interest. This woman was the cook, anxious
to know that her dishes were acceptable to the stranger.
Under this terrible surveillance, he did not dare to omit a
single dish, though sorely longing to do so.

Our greatest expedition from Weimar was to Ilmenau. We
set out with a determination to find the Gabel-Bach and
Kickel-hahn (Goethe's residence) without the incumbrance of
a guide. We found the man who inhabits the simple wooden
house, which used to be Carl August's hunting-box. He sent
a man on with us to show us the way to the Kickel-hahn,'s speechel, as about everythingirst heard this 6on mo*, in 1855, related of Em-
